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The Hunters GARLAND. | 


5 Deere See eee e 
The Hunting SONG in the Entertainment of 


Cephalus and Procris; compoſed by Mon- 
ſecur Le Brun, the famous Harlequin. 


- Hen away, tis the merry ton'd Horn, 
l 


Calls the Hunters all up i'th' Morn, 
he Hills and the Woodlands we ſteer, 
To unharbour the out-lying Deer: 


And all the Day long, 
- This, this, is our Song; 2 
Still hollowing, and folls 
So frolick and free; => 
Our Joys no knw no Bounds, 
While we are after the Funds, 


No Mortals on Earth © 
Are ſo jolly as we. 


And when in the wood-lands we ſteer, 

We'll follow then cloſely the Deer: 
ur Hounds have a Scent of the Game, 

The Huntſman ſtill winds for the fame. 
oe: all the Da 2 9 lar, — 
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Round the Woods v hen we beat how we glow, 
While the Hills they all Eecho, Hillo; 


With a Bounce from his Cover when he flies, 
Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies, 


And all the Day, &c. 


| When we ſweep o'er the Vallies, or climb 
| uy the Health-breathing Mountains ſublime, 
Wat a Joy from our Labours we feel, 


Which alone they who taſte can reveal? | 
And all the Day long, Kc. 4 


At N ight when our Labour is done, 
Then we'll go hallowing Home, 


With Hollo, Hollo, and Huzza, 


Reſolving to meet the next Day, 


And all the Day long. 
This, Mic, is our Song, 
ST. bollitwing and following, | 
Ss frolick and free; 
Our Joys know no Bounds, 
| While we're after the Hounds, 
No Mortals on Earth 


Are ſo jolly as we, 
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The forſaken Maid s Reſolution. 


A I was a walking one Morning in May, 
I met with a pretty Maid on the W 


Lask'd her to marry me moſt tenderly, 
But her anſwer was back again, ne, not I. Away 
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Away this young Man went quite full of Deſpair, 
Until the next Morning, he met with his Dear; 


Then ſhe forgot to ſay, no, not I. 


When twenty Weeks after was now paſt and gone, 
Her waiit grew thick, and her looks grew wan; 
Her Stays would not meet, and dull was her Eye, 
When ſhe had forgot to ſay, no, not J. 


When fifreen Weeks more were paſſed and gor's, 
This Maid the was deliver'd of a Son: 
She fent for her Sweetheart moſt ſpecdily, 


But his anſwer was back again, no, not, I. 


My Love is riding alang the Highway, 

And it will de M:4ſummer ere he come nigh'; 
He rides upon neither a Black ner a Bay, 

I'll ſend a find Gelding to fetch him away. 


To marry thee, marry thee, I ſhall go mad, 

To think on the merry Paſtime we have had; 
Ivekad my will of thee I cannet deny, 
And if I ſhould marry thee the more Fool I. 


All the beſt Council T can give thee, Peg, 
To take the Child on thy Back and go and beg; 
And when thou art weary then fit down and cry, 
And. ſay woe to the 'Time'thou ſaid, no, not, I. 


T had too little Wit under my Brow, 
Which cauſes me many a Time for to rue; 
Now ke is gone and will not come nigh, 
Poverty parteth my true Love and I. 


If I be forfaken, Oh! he is forſworn ; 
He's highly: miſtaken if he thinks that l;mourn, 
I'!1 fet as light by him as he does on me, 


And I will hareanew Sweet-heart, and that he mall ſee. 


'Come 


He nugg'd her, he kiſs'd her, he cucd!'d her kindly, 
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Come all you that's fotſaking, and fit dawn by me, 
Lay not your Love on a fipling Tree, LY 
For the Top it will wither, and the Roct it will die, 
For the Loſs of her Sweet-neart | ſcorn for to cry. 


Come all you young Lovers wherever you be, 

Lay not your Love lightly on the Top of a Tree. 
For the root it will wither, and the Top it will fall, 
So lay Your Love light, and love no man at all. 


The Cruel LOFER. 


Courted a Lady bright, 
And ſhe was a Lady gay; 

I courted her both Day and Night, 
Until I ſtole her Heart away, 


I made myſelf Love-fick, 

To hear what ſhe would ſay; 
I beund my. Head all Night, 
And kept my Bed next Day. 


What is the Matter with my Love, 
What is the Matter with him now? 

Thoſe were the words, ſhe ſaid, | 
When ſhe ſaw me bind my Brow, 


Is it Gold that you do lack? 
Or Siiver do you crave? | 
Or this gay Diamond bright, 3 
At your command ſhall have. 3 
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As for your Gold I count it Dro, 5 


And your Silver I do defy; 
It is your Maiden- head I crave, 
And you muſt it rot deny. 


She gave me money that very Night, 


To buy a Wedding-Ring ; - 
But I the worſt of Men, 
Intended no ſuch Thing. 


As we were Riding by the Park-wall | 


Being void of all Grace, 


. I brought my Love, 


Unto her Dying-place. 


Unto her Sifter's Houſe I; go, 


Demanding of her Clothes : 


Whilk my bloody Hands, 


The murder did diſcloſe. 


Then was I taken riſoner ſtraight, 


Till the next Aſſizes came; 
And was condemn'd to dye, 
All for the very {ame. 


5 Voung Men and Maidens all, 


That come here to ſee me dye; 


8 J pray now kcep good Laws, 
And ſhun! evil Company. 
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The Farmer's Delight in the Merry Haroeſt ? 


1 


Ome all my Lads and Laſſes, 
Let us together go. | 
To the pleaſant Corn- Field, 
Our Courage for to ſhow, | 
With Sickle and with Knapfack, 
So well we clean our Land, 
The Farmer crys, work on Boys, | 
Here's Beer at your command. 
In a good old Leather- Bottle, 
Of Ale that is ſo brown, 
We'll cut and ſtrip together, 
Until the Sun goes down: 
Every Morning Sun, 2 
The ſmall Birds they do ſing; 
The Eccho's of their Harmony, 
Do make the Wood to ring, 


Young Nanny ſhe came to me, 
Some W heat-Sced for to Lace, 
She is a pretty Creature, x 1 5 
I muſt ſpeak in her Praiſe : - 


I wiſh ſhe was ſome keeper, 


She is my whole delight, 


In the Groves and Foreſts, - 


Tha 


To range both Day and Night. 
We'll reap and: we'll bind, 
"Till we load our tender Arms, 
Well pitch up to the waggon, Ls 
All for to fill our Barns: 2 Thus 


r 


Thus the induſtrious Farmer, 


By the Sweat of his Brow, 
He labours and endeavours, 
To make his Barley- Mow. 


Sir John produces Liquor, 


Tis very often ſaid, _ 
Good Beer makes Good Blood, 
Good Blood makes pretty Maid. 


- When Harveſt it is over, 


And the Corn fecure from Ham, 
And for to go to Market, 
We muſt thraſh in the Barn, 


The Flail which we do handle, 


So ſtoutly we do ſwing, 
And after Harveſt ſupper, 
v0 merry we will ſing? By 
With goed Succeſs to the Farmer, i 
Or elſe we are to blame, 


1 vim them Health and Happineſs, 


Till Harveſt comes * 


So now to conclude;y; 32 
The Seaſon does Fro near, 


That we muſt Plow and Sow, 


Againſtanother Lear: 


Then drive on jolly: Farmer, 


The Seaſon it is now, 


Pray God bleſs your work, 


And likewiſe ſpeed the Plow. | : | & | 


